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a passer-by as though she had something to do. But she had nothing to do. She felt the parcel under her arm. It was true that there she had an objective which she had given herself. But she was not so sure about it now. She knew very well that the haste which had suddenly possessed her was something that she could not explain to anybody.
People passed by, walking straight ahead with marvellous self-assurance. They did not seem to have a moment's doubt about what they had to do. The motor-buses going past were full of faces not exactly cheerful, or even contented, but - how should one put it ? - justified. Yes, they all had a justification of themselves ready to hand. What are you doing here, at this time of day ? They had an answer to that question.
Juliette experienced the extremely subtle intoxication of melancholy. It is something that carries you away, like the intoxication of happiness, but only to a shipwreck bitter as ashes, and as meaningless. It, too, takes you out of yourself, but only to make you feel vague as a phantom, detached, lost. Lost, lost! Once you have uttered that word: " lost," it takes possession of you, wraps itself around you, and carries you off. It is made up of grey mist, of icy giddiness, of loneliness.
A Metro entrance. Juliette did not like the Underground; she had an almost nervous horror of it. But to-day everything inimical had power over her. All these things that looked at her so cruelly had doubtless made their own arrangements about her fate.
This October morning was of infinite beauty. Even this was not spared her - that she should perceive the happiness which she might have felt. The pit of the M6tro touched her with its foul breath. There was really no reason why she should go down the steps ; but this was a vague promise too, just a tiny chance of the abyss.
Jean Jerphanion watched the mountains growing smaller. This country-side did not attract him. He would not have been particularly proud to have been born there. Still, it